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Spring stood still, There went the song-over and
over!
" It was kre we came on your mother, Jon, and our stars
were crossed, Oh, Jon!"
Could so short a sound mean so much, say so much, be
so startling I His face! She jumped on to the log at
once.
"No ghosts, my dear!"
And, with a start, Jon looked up at her,
She put her hands on his shoulders and jumped down,
And among the bluebells they went on, And the bird sang
'after them,
(t That bird repeats himself," said Fleur,